A   TASTE   OF   MAINE   BIRCH

eyes gleaming forth  from that, jet-hlaek head are

full of meaning. Thou his strange horse-laughter
by day, and his weinl, doloful cry at night, like I hat
of a lost and wandering spirit, recall no other bird or
beast, lie suggests something almost supernatural
in his alertness and amn/,ing quickness, cheating
the shot and the bullet of the sportsman out of
their aim. I know of but one other bird so quick,
and that is the hummingbird, which I never have
been able to kill with a gun, The loon laughs the
shotgun to scorn, and the obliging young farmer
above referred to told me he hud shot at them
hundreds of times with his rifles without effect,~
they always dodged his bullet We had m our
party a breech-Ioadmg rifle, which weapon is per-
haps an appreciable moment of time quicker than
the ordinary mu'/ftlc-loadcr, and this the poor loon
could not or did not dodge, lie had not timed
himself to that species of firearms, and when, with
his fellow, he swam about within rifle range of our
camp* letting off volleys of Ins wild, Ironical ha-ha*
he little suspected the dangerous gun that was
matched against him. As the rifle cracked, both
loons made the gesture of diving, but only one of
them disappeared beneath the water; and when he
came to the surface in a few momenta, a hundred
or more yards away, and saw his companion did
not follow, but was floating on the water where ho
had last seen him, he took the alarm and sped away

113scopic its first sittings !
